[70]
When she left the shop, Juliette continued to follow the street in the direction opposite to that of the station. She discovered, at the end of it, houses that were small and poor, but brightened by the sun ; a whole neighbourhood which she did not know, and through which she made her way in no hurry, looking for a bus.
Her visit to the bookbinder's had rid her of the intoxication of melancholy in which she had been living since the morning. The very uneasiness which she had just felt, her distress at the idea that she would have to go back, had given her a beginning of interest in something else than her own despair.
Perhaps fifty paces farther on, as she glanced up a kind of long passage between two low houses, which ended in an opening, she noticed, against the house on the left, a man, with his head turned a little towards the street, and his shoulders and thighs glued to the wall, as though he were trying to drive himself into the wall, to efface himself in it. She did not dare to stop for a better view of him. She had not been able to distinguish his face or his clothes. He seemed to her to have his hands behind his back. She went on.
Three minutes later Quinette, in the room at the back of his shop, was taking off his Hercules: belt, in order to change its position slightly and get rid of a little rubbing of the skin, which annoyed him, when he heard the door of the shop open, and then close with such a slam that the bell had scarcely time to ring.
** Who's this idiot coming in like that ? He'll break my windows/* And Quinette hastened to put his clothes in order. He had a horror of broken windows, as he had of noisy, clumsy people. He put on a severe look.
When he opened the door, he saw in the middle of the shop a man turned towards him, whose face was badly lighted, but whose attitude betrayed his extreme agitation.
" Monsieur/* said the man, ce I beg your pardon, but you probably have a, - kitchen tap, a little basin, I want to wash, as a matter of fact------"